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had lost nearly all their plumage, and persisted in strutting
vaingloriously up and down, proud of a vanished beauty.

There, suddenly, the Prime Minister received a terrible
piece of news: the whole of the British mission at Kabul had
been assassinated. The stars in their courses were indeed
fighting against him.

Once again there was at least one man in England who
did not regard these murders, these reverses, and this
deluge, as inevitable troughs of the waves of time, but saw
in them the chastisement sent of the Lord God of Hosts,
because His people had kindled His wrath by offering up
sacrifice to a strange god. In the eyes of Gladstone, Beacons-
fieldism was a terrible heresy which had sullied the soul of
the English people, led it to battle against all the nations of
the earth, and drawn down upon that people a just retri-.
bution. And now the country was beginning to understand
that it had been following a false prophet. Many signs and
tokens gave grounds for hope that at the forthcoming elec-
tions it would show its regret. And would not Gladstone's
duty then be to take over the helm again and 'bout ship?
Countless correspondents were giving expression to the
wish. A Scottish professor used to copy out maxims of
Goethe for his benefit: "How may a man attain to self-
knowledge? By Contemplation? Certainly not: but by
Action. Try to do your Duty and you will find what you are
fit for. But what is your Duty? The Demand of the Hour."
Another wrote that his children called Mr. Gladstone
"St. William." Yes, he had no doubt about it: his mission
was to become Prime Minister once more. But how? He
had declared in emphatic fashion that he was leaving the
leadership of the party. He had been rash enough to say so,
and repeat it, to the Queen, who without a doubt had taken